


waves, their steps muffled by the sand. We watch them, unrecognizable in 


the dark, whispering, seeming unsure of themselves. Expecting the action 
to be filmed in front of the towers or on the other side of the stairs, we 
move, too, taking our chairs with us. But there is no one there. We wait. 
An hour later we see the camera being set up elsewhere. Now and then 
someone is called for a shot; then he comes back and resumes the wait. 
Voices trail away in the blackness. Nothing makes sense, except that 
Marienbad exists. 


September 13 ~— Reporters are still barred, but one of them, Callisto 
Cosulich of the weekly, ABC, is clever enough to turn the fact to his ad- 
vantage. With unlimited patience he has gone through the press clippings 
at Cineriz to collate the various theories that his colleagues have evolved 
round this mysterious film: 


A yokel who has become a city man returns to his birthplace. 

It is the story of a man who is eighty years old when the film begins. 
When it ends, he is only five. 

The whole film takes place in an armchair. 

The action takes place in Rome, Paris, New York, London Airport, 
Stockholm, Apulia and Venice. 

A country girls goes home after having lived in the city. 

It is the story of the whole lives of a man and a woman from birth to 
death. 

A man who has passed his first youth, compelled to go to a spa, 
thinks back over his life. 

A wencher flees into an essentially contemplative life. 

The protagonist is a sterile intellectual well along the road to total 
silence. He goes to Romagna with a simple, motherly, beautiful woman. 
Here, where he was born, he thinks he has found in this woman, whom 
he has never understood, a natural explanation of life and of everything. 
But the woman goes away, leaving a note: “What you have told me is 
very beautiful, but I think you are mad.” His discovery was corrupted 
by his intellectualism. 

A bored intellectual thinks he can find salvation in the love of a 
young girl whom he meets at a spa. But when she agrees to follow him, 
he goes away, already discouraged before even beginning the experi- 
ment. What is left for him? His work, perhaps. He boards the train to 
go home, looking forward eagerly to new meetings, however transitory. 
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